The Life and Death 

So many greedy lookcs of young android, 

Tbrough Ca foments darted their definng eyes 
Vpon fiis vifage ; and that all the vvalles 
With painted Imagery had fayd at once, 
lefu preferve thee, welcome's ulli«gi>rooke. 

Whii’ft he , from one fideto the other turning, 
r»are-headed , lower then his proud Steed s neckc, 
Befpakethemthus : I thanke you Countri-men ; 

And thusfiill.doing, thus he pall along. . 

Alas poore Richard, Where rides he the whilft ? 
Torkc^ As in a Theater, the eyes of men 
After a well grac’d A^lor leaves the llage. 

Are idlely bent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious • 

Even fo, or with much more contempt,mens eyes 
Did fcowle on Richard ; no man cride, God favehim 
No j oyfull tongue gave him his welcome home, 

Butduft was throw ne upon his facred head, 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he fhooke off. 

His face ftill combating with teares and fmiles 

(The badges ofhis greefe and patience ) 

That had notGod(for fome rtrong purpofe)lteel d 

The hearts of men, they muft peiforce have melted, 

And Batbarifme it felfe have pittied him. 

But Heaven hath a hand in thefe events, , 

To whole high will w« bound our cal me contents, . 

To Bullinghreohe , are wefworne Subjeilsnow, 
Whofc Staie,and Honour,! for aye allow.. 

Enter Aumerlei 

J)«f . Heere comes nay fonne 

. .7 or. ^H-merU xh^x. 

‘ But that is loll, for being Richards Friend. , 

And Madam, you muft call him R«fW nowj ’ 

I am in Parliament pledge for his truth, 

And lafting fealty to the newmiadc King. _ 

Dut, Welcome my fonne j who are. the Violets noff, 
That ftrew the greene lap of the new-come Spring ■ 

' Asm. Madam, 1 know not, nor I greatly care not^^^ 




of Richard the fecondl, ♦ 

God knowes, I had as liefe be none as one. 

Ter. WelLbeare you well in this ne w-lpring of time, 
Leart you be cropt before you come to prime • (umphs? 
What news from Oxford? Hold thofe lufts and Tri- 
Jum- For ought I know my Lord,they doe. 

?V. You will be there I know, 

AunrAi Cod prevent not, I purporefer. 

Ttfr.What fealeis that that hangs without thy bofome 
' Yca,look’ft thou pale ? Let me fee the writing. 

Aunt, My Lord, ’tis nothing. 

2cr.No matter then who fees it, 

I willbefatisfiediletme feethe vyriting. 

AumA do befeech your G ace to pardon me. 

It is a matter of fmall confcquence, 

Which for fome reafons I would not have feene. 

2'cr. Which for fome reafons lir, I meane to fee ; 

I fearCjI feare. 

^ VVhat fhould you feare? 

Tis nothing but fome Bond, that beisentred into 
For gay apparrell againtt the Triumph . 

_ 2’cr. Bound to himfelfe ? what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to ? wife, you are a foole.' 

Boy, let me fee the writing. 

Aum. I doe befeech you pardon me, I may not fhew it. 
Jor. I will be fatisfied, let me feet I fay. Snatches it. 

irealon,foule treafbn,vil]aine,traytor,flave. 

^ut. V Vhat*s the matter, my Lord ? 

Ter. Hoa, who's within there ;faddie my horfe, 
rie^cn for his mercy what treachery is here ? 

Vut. Why, what is’t my Lord ? 

Tcr.Give me my boots,I fay ; Saddle my horfe : 
wow by my honour, my hfe, my troth. 

I vwll appeachthevillaine. 

Dpst. What is the matter ? 
cr. Peace foolifh woman. 

^ peace, what is the matter fonne ? 

Thfn m ' ^^^‘j.^other be content, it is no more 
mn my poore hfe muft anfwer. 

^ 3. Dat't 
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